A KING WHO KNOWS HIS WORTH
A BETAINEB, with a long sabre., his breast resplendent
with an array of decorations,, conducted me to His Maj-
esty's sanctum and took his stand by my side at the en-
trance, keeping his eyes steadily fixed on my hands.
The King was not there., and I attentively examined
the laboratory where the great man compounded those
schemes which set the whole world amazed. His Majes-
ty's study was a chamber about two hundred feet long and
at least a hundred feet wide.
The ceiling was of glass. Near the wall on the left
models of warships floated in a sunken tank. The wall
was lined with shelves on which tiny figures of soldiers
clad in diverse uniforms were symmetrically arranged.
Along the entire right wall stood a row of easels on which
were perched unfinished paintings,, and the floor in front
of them was inlaid with great strips of ebony and ivory,,
arranged like the keys of a piano.
Everything else in the chamber was on the same grand
scale.
"Listen, my friend," I said, turning to the attendant.
But he rattled his sabre, and rejoined:
"I am the Master of Ceremonies. ..."
"Glad to hear it," I said, "but tell me. . . ."
He interrupted me with the demand:
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